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Chats With the Editor 


Two Stories in One 


The weather was stormy all Sab- 
bath afternoon. But as the Mutu family in 
New Zealand were having sundown wor- 
ship the wind really burst into a gale. 

The last Amen was hardly said when the 
boys were on their feet, rushing to the win- 
dow to see what was happening outside. 

“Look, Dad!” one of them shouted. “That 
building over there——- The roof’s going 
up and down!” 

Dad looked, and his face turned pale. 
He knew that if that building blew up, the 
wind could bring all the pieces toward their 
house and seriously damage it. 

“Dad, there’s a door open,” one of the 
boys said. “Maybe it’s letting the wind in. 
Perhaps we ought to close it.” 

Dad saw wisdom in the suggestion, and 
he and a couple of the boys ran over and 
slammed the door. 

No sooner had they got back indoors 
when the funnel of a tornado reached down 
out of the sky. The building exploded while 
they watched. Huge pieces of wall and roof 
hurtled through the air—straight for their 
house. Some hit the electric wires, and great 
sparks illuminated the gloom like light- 
ning. 

There wasn’t much the family could do 
now but watch—and trust in the Lord. For 
if the wind could destroy that large build- 
ing, what would it do to their little home? 
And what if those huge pieces hit them? 

And then it was all over. The eleven 
members of the Mutu family went out to 
investigate. Timber and twisted iron lay 
around their house in heaps. One piece of 
wall fifteen feet long had blown over the 
front hedge and fallen three feet from the 
house. But their home was not damaged at 
all, and none of them were injured. 

Does God protect those who love Him? 
The Mutu family certainly think so. Here’s 
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another story that proves the same thing. 

Over in Borneo, in the town of Potnia- 
nak, the Adventists opened a little clinic 
about a year and a half ago. Six months 
went by. Then on a Friday evening, at the 
close of a very busy day treating patients, 
someone shouted “Fire!” 

The town was burning! 

A brisk wind was blowing flames toward 
the clinic. Quickly everyone in the building 
set to work to carry out everything they 
could. It would be terrible if the uli 
burned, for it contained not only the cli 
but the church and the school and the print- 
ing press too. 

People passing in the street stopped to 
help. They carried out valuable papers and 
furniture. One man worked so hard he col- 
lapsed from exhaustion. Others carried wa- 
ter by the bucketful up onto the roof. 

But still the fire swept toward the clinic. 

The fire department arrived at last. They 
dropped a hose into the river that flowed 
beside the clinic and began pumping water. 
It just so happened that these firemen had 
been taking Bible studies, which probably 
explains why they were interested first of 
all in trying to save the Adventist building. 

But for all everyone did, the fire was still 
sweeping along. Already, in just two hours, 
it had completely destroyed all the build- 
ings on half a square mile. 

And now it was right up to the Adventist 
property line. Just a foot or two more, and 
the clinic would be on fire. 

And right then, the wind changed. I have 
a picture that proves it. The wind changed, 
the fire went out, and the Adventist build- 
ing was completely unharmed. 

The fire burned up to the fence, but not 
a board of the fence caught fire. 

Does God protect His own? The minis- 
ters of the other churches in that town said 
it was God who protected that building, 
and so did the newspapers. 

Truly, “Under his wings shalt tho 
trust.” “A thousand shall fall at thy sid 
and ten thousand at thy right hand, but it 
shall not come nigh thee.” Remember it 
next time you are afraid. 






Your friend, 


om Wace 




















"If you don’t forget this foolishness,” said the teacher, 
"V’ll give you 





"An F for Your A” 


fs i By MADELINE KOWALSKI 


WHEN Mary boarded the school bus one 
; morning, Jo Ann shouted, “Hi, Mary. 
: Sit down. Say, have you heard? All the 
home ec kids have to join the Future Home- 
makers of America club this semester. We 
are organizing Saturday the twenty-fifth. 
1 Sounds like fun, doesn’t it?” 

“But I can’t attend that meeting. It’s on 
Sabbath,” Mary answered, dismayed. 

“I forgot. You’re one of those Advents, 








































aren't you? Can’t you go to the meeting any- 
; way? All you'll have to do is just sit there, 
, and there surely can’t be any harm in that.” 


Mary shook her head. “No, Jo Ann, the 
‘ Bible tells us not to seek our own pleasures 
on the Sabbath day. I'd love to attend the 
meeting—you know how I like home ec 
j —but I can’t do it on Sabbath.” 

The bus spilled out teen-agers at the 
door of the school like a skyrocket shooting 





: stars. Sunlight flashed on the gleaming brass 
: handles as the school doors opened to re- 
F ceive the lively group. 
Locker doors banged, books slammed == 
a onto shelves, cheery greetings filled the —— 
halls. But Mary, usually so happy, was ob- 
a livious to it all. She trudged gloomily to- 
d ward the door of the homemaking depart- 
3» ment. 
Thoughts like turbulent waves swirled 
in her mind. “What can I say to Mrs. Wood- 
¢ @..::: How can I explain it to her? She'll 
it lower my grade. Oh, why doesn’t God make 
it my Uncle Joe become an Adventist and let 


me attend the academy? It just isn’t fair.” 
The crisply starched red-and-white cur- eae 
To page 19 LF 
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Mary expected Mrs. Woodward to be hard to talk to. rs 
She did not expect the teacher to get so very cross. oe 











The Sad Fate of 
ELLEN’S DRESS 


By FLORENCE LYBERG CARLSON 


A TEEN-AGER! Nothing could be more 
wonderful, Ellen thought, as she posed 
in front of her mirror and took special note 
of the way her new hair-do made her look 
grown up. After all, turning thirteen was 
very important, and there was no better way 
to celebrate than to figure out something to 
replace the dangling ponytail. 

And now she'd done it! Ellen replaced 
the comb on her dresser and stepped back 
a few paces to survey her “new look.” It 
was really enchanting, the way it had all 
worked out. The sides curling gracefully, 
and then a swirl of waves coming down 
just a little over her forehead. It certainly 
did make her look a lot more like thirteen 
than that childish ponytail mother said was 
so much easier to take care of. 

Ellen glanced at the clock. Oh, my! It 
was four o'clock, and she'd promised to do 
her homework with Kay this afternoon. In 
fact, Kay would be looking for her in just 
a few minutes. She'd better hurry. 

The hair-do! Well, she'd leave it this 
way, of course. After all, at thirteen one 
didn’t run around with a ponytail! Kay was 
still only twelve, so it was all right for her 
to have one.»s 

Rummaging in her closet, Ellen looked 
quickly for something a little more becom- 
ing to her new hair style than the school 
skirt and sweater she wore. It was time to 
begin thinking of what older girls liked— 
sheath dresses, maybe a little lower cut 
neckline, and well, maybe it was even time 
to think of a black dress. 


She shuffled through the garments hang- 
ing untidily in her closet. She hardly knew 
what she had any more. Of course, she 
knew she didn’t have a black dress, but per- 
haps she could find something else that 
looked grown up. 

And then she remembered the box Aunt 
Mary had sent. Cousin Irene was fifteen, and 
when she outgrew her clothing Aunt Mary 
often sent it to Ellen. There just might be 
something in there. Mother had said they'd 
wait to open the box tonight. She was busy 
today planning with Mrs. Baxter for the 
next Home and School meeting. So she'd 
put the box in her closet for the time be- 
ing. Mother wouldn't mind, of course, if she 
opened it ahead of time, Ellen thought. 
And there just might be something in there 
to wear with the new hair-do. 

Ellen went into mother’s bedroom, lifted 
the box from the floor of the closet, and set 
it on the bed. She untied the string and 
tore the brown paper from the outside. Then 
she lifted the flaps and looked inside. 

There was a sweet little cotton that would 
be good for school when the weather was 
warm. Underneath the cotton dress there 
was a light-blue sweater and then a plaid 
skirt that evidently was to be worn with 
the sweater. They really did look nice to- 
gether but they weren’t what Ellen wanted 
right now. Then there was another dress, a 
polished cotton with great big roses on it. 
“Really quite fancy,” Ellen thought, “but . . . 
well, it just isn’t ‘exotic’ enough.” 

Another dress, an orlon blouse, and a pair 








JUNIOR oF is published and printed every Wednesday by the Review and Herald Publishing Assn., Washington 


12, DX. A. Second-class postage paid at Washington, D.C. 


Assn., 


4 {| JUNIOR GUIDE 


Washington 12, 


Copyright, 1959, Review and Herald Publis ing 











| 
t 
| 











S. E. BOHLMAN, ARTIST 


Ellen drew back the tissue paper and gasped. There was the black dress she had hoped to find! 


of slim-jims. Was that all? No, there was 
another garment wrapped separately in tis- 
sue paper. “This one must be special or 
Cousin Irene wouldn’t have been so care- 
ful with it,” Ellen decided. 

She lifted the paper and its contents care- 
fully and placed them on the bed. “Oh, it’s 
something black, I can tell.” Ellen gasped 
with delight. Removing the paper, she 
quickly lifted up the dark dress and held it 
in front of her. 

“Perfect! Perfect! A black dress, just what 
I should have now that I’m thirteen! Oh, I 
can hardly believe it! And it even looks like 
new!” Ellen slipped off her skirt and sweater, 
thinking how dull they looked compared 

ith something really nice like this black 

ress from Irene. Would it fit? 

She slipped the delightful blackness over 
head and shoulders and let it drop into 
place. It was definitely right. She reached 
behind and pulled at the long zipper. This 
was wonderful! A black dress! 

But the zipper would go up only part of 
the way. Ellen yanked a bit harshly at the 
offending item, but it still wouldn’t move. 
Well, she'd already wasted ten minutes just 


looking through the box, and Kay would 
be wondering where she was. She'd better 
give her a call so she wouldn’t wonder what 
was happening. 

After letting Kay know she would be a 
bit late, Ellen pulled again at the stubborn 
zipper. It was so hard to reach around to 
the back! And with the thing stuck now it 
seemed almost impossible to get it straight- 
ened out at all. One more tug—a-hard one 
this time. She'd make that mean old zip- 
per move, she would! 

And move it did! Only it seemed to chew 
out a piece of the black material at the same 
time. Ellen turned her back to mother’s mir- 
ror and looked over the situation. An ugly 
tear met her view. Well, that did it! 

She felt like crying. Here was just the 
right kind of dress, black and everything, 
and it was ruined. Ruined before she'd even 
gotten to wear it! But she couldn't take time 
to cry. Kay would be wondering what was 
up. 
Ellen grabbed a hanky from mother’s top 
drawer and brushed aside the wet places 
on her cheek. She rushed back into her own 

To page 15 
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Dog Over the Cliff 


By TOM TUCKER 


¢ WAS already hot that morning when 
Ed Gary reached Sinclair High School and 
turned up the wide cement walk. Here and 
there on the wide front lawn were patches 
of brown, dying grass where the sprinklers 
had failed to soak the ground. Insects 
buzzed in the air, and birds, seeming not to 
notice the heat so early in the morning, 
twittered in the trees. 

Ed glanced at his watch. He was a few 
minutes early, but he needed the extra time 
to prepare for the examination that morn- 
ing. For three straight hours he had stud- 
ied the night before. If he didn’t know the 
material now, he probably never would, 
he thought; but a few minutes of quick 
review wouldn't hurt. 

When he entered the classroom several 
other students were already poring over 
their books or talking in the nervous joking 
manner typical of students just before an 
examination. Ed took his seat near the front 
of the classroom and opened his book. The 
more important points had been under- 
lined in red pencil. Now he reread these, 
clarifying the points that were vague in his 
mind. 

At two minutes before the hour when 
the teacher should have arrived, Mr. Holl- 
stead, the principal, appeared instead. With 
him was a rather strained-looking elderly 
man in a worn tan suit that was slightly 
baggy at the knees. “I'd like to have your 
attention for a moment,” Mr. Hollstead an- 
nounced. 

The students in the room looked up. All 
but one were present, and that one, a girl, 
slipped quietly through the door while the 
principal was speaking and took her seat 
near the back of the room. 

“This is Mr. Hersh,’ Mr. Hollstead ex- 
plained. “Your teacher is ill today, and 
Mr. Hersh will substitute for her until she 
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returns to work, probably near the first of 
mext week. Your teacher's examinations 
have been mimeographed. Mr. Hersh will 
supervise the examination. Please treat him 
as you would your own teacher.” Then with 
a smile Mr. Hollstead left. 

Mr. Hersh cleared his throat needlessly 
and glanced around the room. Then, put- 
ting on a smile that was too wide for his thin 
face, he said, “I have the examinations here. 
I don’t know how you usually take them, but 
I think it would be best if you cleared off 
your desks now and have nothing but a pen 
or pencil. When all of you have done this 
I shall pass out the papers.” 

He waited while the students laid their 
books and notebooks beneath their desks, 
on the shelf provided for them. Then, after 
being certain all had fully cooperated, he 
handed one paper to each student and re- 
turned to the front of the room. “You may 
begin now. There will be no talking. And 
if you have any questions, raise your hand 
and I'll come to you.” 

The students began to work. Ed saw at 
once that the examination was just about 
what he expected. As he filled in the blanks 
he felt a growing feeling of self-confidence. 
He had studied well, and it was paying off. 
There was only an occasional question over 
which he had to hesitate, and only two 
questions at which he had to guess. When 
he was through he glanced around at the 
other students. He seemed to be the firs 
one finished. The boy next to him was only 
on the third page. He—— 

“You: stand up!” 

Mr. Hersh’s voice cut through the silence 
of the classroom, startling many students 
who looked up with astonishment. Ed 
looked up, too, and saw to his amazement 
that Mr. Hersh was staring at him. 

“Come to the front of the room!” Mr. 
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HARRY BAERG, ARTIST 


The dog heard the noise Ed made lowering the rope, 
and it watched fearfully as the noose came closer. 


Hersh said. “And bring your test paper 
with you.” 

Ed glanced around. Mr. Hersh must be 
speaking to someone else, he thought. But 
Mr. Hersh was not. Nervously Ed picked 
up the test paper and went up the aisle to 
the front of the room. He stood before the 
substitute teacher, an expression of obvi- 
ous bewilderment on his face. 

“Give me the paper,” Mr. Hersh said. 
“You may go now.” 

“But—but I haven’t checked my answers 
yet,” Ed said. “Can't I iy 

“There won't be any need to check your 
answers, young man. You will receive an 
F for the paper. You were cheating.” 

“Cheating!” Ed repeated. “What do you 
mean?” 

“I believe that you know the meaning of 
the word cheating, do you not?” Mr. Hersh 
said, looking over his thin nose at Ed as 
Ed stood uncomfortably before him. 

“Certainly I know what cheating means,” 
Ed said, feeling the cold emotion of fear 
pass through him. “But I wasn’t cheating. 
I—I wouldn't even be tempted. I know the 
material.” 

“I saw you distinctly. You were cheating. 
Your eyes were on another boy’s paper. 
You may leave now.” Mr. Hersh continued 
to stare at him. Ed began to say something; 
but then, feeling helpless, he turned and 
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slowly walked toward the door. The eyes 
of the entire class followed him. 

When he reached the door he turned and 
looked back at Mr. Hersh. He met Mr. 
Hersh’s steady, penetrating gaze. Ed twisted 
the doorknob in his hand, pushed open 
the door, and stepped outside into the heat 
of the morning. Closing the door behind 
him, he heard Mr. Hersh’s voice come 
loudly: “All right, return to your examina- 
tions, everyone!” 

Ed stood for a long moment beside the 
door, wondering what to do. The school day 
had just begun. Surely he could not leave 
now. Should he go to Mr. Hollstead and 
explain what had happened? But no, Mr. 
Hollstead probably wouldn’t take his word 
against Mr. Hersh’s. Frowning, he walked 
down the corridor, empty now and silent. 
He walked out the front door and stood in 
the burning sunshine for a long moment, 
before realizing how warm it was. 

As he stood there, thinking over the ex- 
perience, he was suddenly aware of all the 
things that would happen now. He himself 
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was in trouble with Mr. Hersh and there- 

fore with the school; the students would 

look on him as a cheater, and when his 

parents found out 
That was it. He'd go to his dad’s office é 

and talk the problem over with him. Ed did “ 

not stop to wonder whether he should 

bother his father. He was much too upset 

to think of anything, except turning to 

someone for help. His father worked only a 

short distance away, and even though it was 

hot, Ed began to run down the street. When 

he reached his father’s office he was hot and 

sweating. He burst through the front door 

and met the startled gaze of the secretary ), 





“Can I see my dad?” he asked, trying to 
keep his voice soft. 
“He’s—he’s busy just now, Ed,” she said, 


a worried look on-her face. “Can it wait a 
few minutes?” 

“Yes,” he said, sitting down. Although 
the office was air-conditioned, Ed felt un- 
bearably hot. His shirt and trousers both 
seemed wet and he tried to relax. Another 


To page 16 
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“The fruit of the Spirit is... meekness” 


MEET MY MOLLY 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


- HAPPENED only the other day. I wish 
you could have seen my Molly. She must 
be the cousin to Moses, she is so meek. 
Maybe you have a Molly at your school too. 
I hope so. 

Molly was standing in line, waiting her 
turn to play. She was near the end of the 
line, but she was waiting patiently for her 
turn to come, when a big boy ran over, look- 
ing very fierce, and shouted something loud 
and rude in her ear. I saw tears come quickly 
to Molly’s eyes, but she tried to smile, and 
never said a word. Then she bravely brushed 
the tears away so that they never fell. I 
could not help wondering whether that big 
boy noticed how he hurt the little girl. 

This is not the only time Molly has re- 
mained silent when others have hurt her. 
I have seen it happen many times. One 
day I noticed that none of the girls were 
talking to Molly. When I inquired, I found 
that the girls had heard that Molly had some 
contagious sickness, so they would not even 
talk to her. It wasn’t true; Molly was as 
healthy as any of them, and she was hurt 
by the way they treated her. But she ig- 
nored it as her wise mother advised her to, 
and went sadly on her way. Yes, the other 
girls felt ashamed and foolish about it later 
on, and asked her to play with them again. 

Being meek does not mean that one 
should just be a yes man. No Christian is 
a spineless jellyfish. It takes real backbone 
to always stand up for what is right. But 
there is no place for the aggressive, self- 
seeking fellow in the Christian way. Even 
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One of the big boys ran over to Molly and shouted 
rudely at her. | waited to see what she would do. 
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Oak Cliff (Dallas) juniors and primaries and some of the four hundred cans they got last year. 


MORE AND MORE JUNIORS ARE SAYING, 
“This Is the Most Fun Ever!” 


All across the country, Seventh-day Ad- 
ventist juniors are saying, “Collecting 
canned food for the needy at Halloween is 
much more fun than trick or treat!” 

Take a look at that picture at the top of 
the page if you think we made that up. 
Those young people are juniors from the 
Oak Cliff church in Dallas, Texas. They 
went out at Halloween last year and in a lit- 
tle more than an hour collected more than 
four hundred cans of food besides some 
cash. “This is much more fun than trick or 
treat,” they told Mrs. T. F. Turk, their 
leader. “We want to go again next year. 
Can we?” 

Look across the page. On top are the 
Hapi-Lanta Pathfinders of Atlanta, Georgia. 
The picture was taken at Christmas, when 
the Pathfinders were about to give out food 
baskets that had been made up from the 
canned food they collected at Halloween. 
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Before they went out Halloween, the WSB- 
TV station, hearing of their plans, asked 
them to appear on a news program. Later, 
the local newspaper printed pictures of 
them. Their live-wire leader is Mrs. W. L. 
Buckner. 

Smaller clubs enjoy collecting canned 
food too. The two girls—Leslie Robinson 
and Ruth Ellen Fairow—belong to the Sum- 
ter (South Carolina) Pathfinder Club, with 
about ten members. 


Little Johnny Baden, of Atlanta, Indiana, ' 


had to go out all by himself. But he did so 
well that the next year the Pathfinders asked 
to go out too. 

Are the juniors in your church going out 
to collect canned food at Halloween this 
year? Be sure you do! It is ever so much 
more fun than trick or treat, and it helps 
people know that Adventist juniors are real 
Christians. 





1. The Hapi-Lanta Path- 
finders and the thirty- 
three baskets they gave 
away. 2. Two girls of 
Sumter (South Carolina) 
and some of the cans of 
food their club got. 3. 
The Kalispell (Montana) 
club appeared on TV, 
then collected cans for 
thirty-two baskets. Mrs. 
Eileen Gilder is their 
Pathfinder Club director. 











4. Eight-year-old Johnny Baden, of Atlanta, Indiana, went out collecting all by himself. Next 
year the Pathfinder Club asked if they could go too. 5. Juniors of the Olean, New York, church 
collected more than a hundred, even though there aren’t many of them. Mrs. M. Myers is leader. 
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DEAR TEACHER, 


My name is Sandra. I am twelve years 
old. I guess I really wouldn’t need to tell 
you that since you correct my Junior Voice 
of Prophecy Bible lessons. 

It is raining outside this morning. I sup- 
pose I would be playing outside if it were 
nice, but now I’m glad it rained. 

My room is upstairs and I am sitting at 
my table. The big raindrops are splashing 
on my window and drumming on my roof. 

I’m glad it rained because I decided to 
work on my lessons. I love them very much. 
I finished the first three lessons today. 

I had a terrible time finding a Bible. I 
looked all over the house. When I asked 
my mother where one was she said, “Gra- 
cious, I don’t think we have one.” I kept 
on looking and finally I found one in the 
hall closet. It was awfully dusty. 

I never knew there were so many inter- 
esting things in the Bible. My teachers at 
school must not know much about it either. 
They sure tell us different from what the 
Bible says. 

Why in the very first lesson I found out 
about God’s creating Adam and Eve and 
the Garden of Eden. In school the teacher 
says it wasn’t like that at all. He says it took 
millions of years for man to evolve. I think 
“evolve” must mean to change slowly from 


Sandra’s letters always began, 





‘Dear Te: 


By BOB powa 


some slimy sea animal to a man. I don’t 
like to think that my ancestors were slimy 
sea animals. I hope the Bible is right. I 
think it is, don’t you? 

I am sending you my first lessons. I don’t 
know why you sent them, but thank you just 
the same. I hope I get a good grade on my 
answers to the questions. 


Sincerely, 
SANDRA 
DEAR TEACHER, 


I am so happy. I got a grade of “excellent” 
on my lessons. 
Today it is sunshiny outside, but when I 








Teacher” 


)B PP a 


found your letter and my next lessons wait- 
ing for me when I got home from school, 
I decided to do them right away. 

It made me sad when I read about Adam 
and Eve being put out of the Garden of 
Eden. They must have been sad too. 

I wondered about the Garden of Eden. 
I wished I could have seen it, but then when 
I got to lesson six I found out that someday 
if 1 am good I can see the Garden of Eden. 
That will be so beautiful! 

I try to talk to mother and daddy about 
my lessons, but they don’t seem very inter- 
ested. I guess that’s why I like to write to 
you. 


Sincerely, 
SANDRA 
DEAR TEACHER, 


Thank you for sending my lessons back 
so quickly. I am so happy I got “excellent” 
on all my lessons so far. 

I wish I knew what you look like, teacher. 
When I do my lessons I try to imagine what 
you look like. Do you wear glasses? Is your 
hair brown? 

My hair is kind of blond but a little bit 
red. Daddy calls me his redhead, but it’s not 
really red. Just a little reddish. 

The lesson about heaven was so interest- 
ing. It will be nice to walk on a golden 
street, but I think it will be a lot more fun 
to curl up with a lion or a big brown bear 
and know they won't want to bite you at all. 
Heaven must be a wonderful place. 

I have been trying to get my best girl 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
“I asked daddy if he knew the seventh day was the 


Sabbath, and the next thing | knew, he was reading 
the newspaper upside down. | can’t figure out why.” 


friend in school to take the Bible lessons 
with me. I hope she does. 


Love, 
SANDRA 
DEAR TEACHER, 


I have had my lessons almost a week this 
time. It is not because they are not done. 
I finished them the first day I got them. 
Cross my heart. 

When I read my lesson 11, about God’s 
ten commandments, I decided to try to do 
everything God says. I can’t understand 
them all very well, but I want to do right. 

The reason I didn’t send in my lessons 
right away was because of lesson 12. 

Sometimes I go to Sunday school. When 
I went this morning I asked my Sunday 
school teacher about the Sabbath. She said, 
“Yes, we all keep the Sabbath. Today's the 
Sabbath.” 

“But, teacher,” I said, “in the fourth com- 
mandment it says the seventh day is the 
Sabbath. Saturday is the seventh day, isn’t 
it?” 

“Well, yes, it is, but the Sabbath was 
changed,” she said. 

When I said, “Who changed it?” she 
said, “Now Sandra, don’t disturb the class!” 

Really, I don’t think she knew the an- 
swer. 

Did somebody change the Sabbath? Please 
tell me, because I am confused. 


Love, 
SANDRA 
DEAR TEACHER, 


I guess I asked my question too soon. If 
I had waited a little, I would have found out 
the answer. Lesson 13, “The Change of the 
Sabbath,” was all about that very thing. I un- 
derstand about the Sabbath a lot more now. 
I still can’t figure out why more people 
don’t believe it. It’s so simple and plain in 
the Bible. 

A funny thing happened to me today. To- 
day is the Sabbath. I have been trying to 
keep the Sabbath and only do good things 
on Sabbath and study my Bible and not read 
the funnies and run and play on Sabbath. 

This morning I put on my good Sunday 
—I mean Sabbath—dress and came down- 
stairs to breakfast. You should have seen 
daddy’s face. 

He said, “Where do you think you're go- 
ing, young lady? To a party?” 
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I said, “No, today is Sabbath and I’m 
going to keep the Sabbath today.” 

He said, “Who told you today is the Sab- 
bath? I thought you went to church on Sun- 
day.” 

I said, “The Voice of Prophecy Bible Les- 
sons told me about the Sabbath. Didn’t you 
know Sabbath is the seventh day?” 





DIRECTIONS FOR COLLECTING 
“CANS FOR THE NEEDY” 


(Take this to your Pathfinder director or Sabbath 
school leader.) 


1. Announce plans in church. Tell newspaper 
and radio what you are going to do. 

2. Children meet at 6:00 on Saturday night, 
October 31, rain or shine. (People are more gener- 
ous on rainy nights. Meet after sunset if the sun 
goes down late.) 

3. Divide into carloads, assign territory, discuss 
“what to say,” provide each child with shopping bag 
and tracts, pray, leave. (Get special Halloween tract 
from MV department at conference office. Order at 
once.) 


4. Return about 8:30. 

5. While someone stacks and counts cans, chil- 
dren play games—apples on string, bobbing apples, 
balloon-on-ankle tag, etc. 

6. Serve apple juice. 


7. Pose children around cans, take pictures. 
(Snapshots are all right. Take two at least.) 


8. Get pictures processed immediately. 


9. Take one picture to newspaper at once and 
send the other to JUNIOR GUIDE. 


10. Either turn cans over to Dorcas Society; or, 
working closely with Dorcas, have children make up 
food baskets right before Thanksgiving, give out the 
baskets on Wednesday afternoon. (Giving out the 
baskets is top material for another picture for news- 
paper and JUNIOR GUIDE.) 





He didn’t answer me. He just looked at 
mamma kind of funnylike and began to read 
the paper. After a little bit mamma asked 
him why he was reading the paper upside 
down. I think he must have been thinking 
about the Sabbath. 

It is kind of hard to keep the Sabbath 
alone. My best girl friend I told you about, 
Betty Jean, has finally enrolled in the course. 
Maybe when she gets up to the lessons 
about the Sabbath, she will keep it with me. 
Good-by now. 

Your friend, 
SANDRA 
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DEAR TEACHER, 


Guess what! I went to Sabbath school 
today. Thank you, thank you, thank you for 
telling me about it. It was wonderful. I met 
so many nice new friends. I am going to go 
every Sabbath if I can. I can’t wait till next 
Sabbath. 

I tried to get Betty Jean to go with me, 
but she hasn’t got that far in the lessons 
and she doesn’t see the importance of it. 

I went to the junior room and there were 
a lot of boys and girls my own age. I didn’t 
know there were so many people in the 
whole world that keep the Sabbath day. 

After Sabbath school a new girl I met in- 
vited me to sit with her in church. Her 
name is Suzanne, but they call her Sue. She 
wanted me to go home with her to dinner 
with them, but I told mamma I'd come right 
home, so I didn’t go. Maybe I'll be able to 
go next week and eat with Sue. 

Your friend, 
SANDRA 
DEAR TEACHER, 


You'd never guess in a million years 
what I found out today. It’s about my daddy. 
I found out that he used to go to church 
on Sabbath just like I do now. It was before 
I was born. He even went to a school 
where all the students were Seventh-day Ad- 
ventists. I wish I could go to school where 
all the children are Seventh-day Adventists. 

I don’t know why he quit going. When 
I asked him about it he didn’t seem to have 
a good reason. 

Before I knew all this I said to daddy, 
“I hope you won't be mad. I want to be 
baptized and be a Seventh-day Advent- 
ist.” You see, I finished lesson 20 about bap- 
tism. He seemed a little surprised, but I’ve 
been going to church so I thought maybe 
he’d be used to the idea. Then he surprised 
me. 

He said, “Sandra, long ago before you 
were born I was a Seventh-day Adventist.” 

I think he is a little sorry that he isn’t 
a Christian now. I asked him if he'd go to 
church with me sometime and he said, “O.K., 
my little redhead, sometime.” Good-by for 
now. 

Love, 
SANDRA 
DEAR TEACHER, 


I’m sending in my last lessons today. I 
must hurry because it’s almost time for 
church and guess what? Daddy's going with 











me. The preacher came and talked to him 
the other day. Don’t tell anybody, but I 
asked the preacher to come. 

Well, good-by. Daddy’s tooting the horn. 


Love, 
SANDRA 
DEAR TEACHER, 


I'm so happy. So many things have hap- 
pened I don’t know where to start. 

First, thank you for the beautiful di- 

loma. I’m very proud of it. Daddy says 
ell frame it if I want him to, and put it 
up in my room. Isn’t that nice? 

Do you remember Betty Jean? Well, she 
finally got up to the Sabbath lessons. I 
thought she’d never get there. Now she is 
going to Sabbath school with me and do you 
know what? All the time Betty Jean has 
been studying the lessons, her grandmother 
has been studying them with her. Betty Jean 
comes to church with me and Betty Jean's 
grandmother comes to church with Betty 
Jean. 

And now the best of all. Daddy is going 
to be baptized too. We'll both be baptized 
together. Mamma comes to church with 
us, but we think she should take some les- 
sons first, at least before we talk to her 
about being baptized. Don’t you think so? 
Please enroll her in the Faith Course. 

I am so happy. Now I have lots of 
friends and loved ones to help me keep 
God’s Sabbath. 

I heard the preacher talking to daddy 
last Sabbath. He said something about “a 
little child shall lead them.” I thought that 
meant children would play with all the ani- 
mals in heaven, but maybe he means Betty 
Jean leading her grandmother to church. 
He was looking over at them when he said 
it. Good-by now, teacher. I love you. 


Your friend, 
SANDRA 


e Meet My Molly 
From page 9 


Jesus did not live to please Himself; He 
lived to bless others. 

Sometimes when I hear children saying 
harsh words to one another, I am reminded 
of the story of the teacher who told her chil- 
dren to count to ten before saying the harsh 
words that were dropping from their 


tongues. “Say, ‘I think once, I think twice, 
I think three times, four times, five times, 
six times, seven times, eight times, nine 
times, ten times’—then if you still feel you 
must say the cross words, say them,” she told 
her children. Maybe that would be good ad- 
vice for us to follow. 

We should remember that our words are 
like feathers, easy to scatter, but very hard 
to pick up again. If, like Molly, we would 
fight them back even if it brings tears, we 
would be very much happier in the end. 

Have you ever met a child who must play 
what he wants, the way he wants, as much 
as he wants, and when he wants it in order 
to be happy? Do you like to play with 
him? Meek folks are not like that. If you 
win, do you brag about it? I hope not. If 
you lose, do you blame your loss on some- 
one else? Maybe you'd better not answer 
that one. But think about it. Compare your- 
self with my Molly. 


The Sad Fate of Ellen’s Dress 
From page 5 


room and slipped into the sweater and skirt 
she had discarded just a short while ago. 
They would have to do now. 

She was already going out the front door 
when she began to think about what she 
had done. What would mother say when 
she saw the tear? She would probably be 
very unhappy that Ellen had gotten into 
the box at all. She must do something with 
the dress. 

Well, she had opened the box, so mother 
would have to know she had been in it. But 
she wouldn’t have to know about the black 
dress with the rip in it. Ellen went back to 
mother's room, wadded the black dress in a 
ball, and stuck it up high on the shelf of 
her own closet, behind a box of toys she had 
outgrown. Now on to Kay's. 

When the girls finished the homework, 
Ellen went home. Then supper was over. 
After dishes mother said they’d go through 
the box of things from Aunt Mary. Ellen 
didn’t comment. 

A half hour later they were in mother’s 
bedroom. “Oh, I see you've already opened 
the box, Ellen. Did you look through the 
things?” mother asked. 

“Well, I did look through them a little, 
but I didn’t have time to try anything on 
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PEN PALS 





Rik Wyman, age 12. 151 Wallace Road, Wood- 
land, Washington, U.S.A. Rik has a rare disease, 
which will prevent him from answering your let- 
ters and cards, but his mother says it would make 
him very happy to receive lots of amil. 

Erma Dockery, 8 Fairbourne Road, Springfield, 
Kingston, Jamaica, British West Indies. Reading, 
music. 

Claude Wiltshire, age 14. 13 Morrison Avenue, 
Papanui, Christchurch, New Zealand. Stamps, draw- 
ing, collecting catalogs on all the latest American 
cars. 

Irwin Staples, age 11. Helderberg College, P.O. 
Box 22, Somerset West, Cape, South Africa. Stamps, 
model speed boats. 








since Kay was waiting for me to do my 
homework with her,’ Ellen said. She felt 
dishonest, but of course, she couldn’t men- 
tion about the black dress, not under any 
circumstances. She'd had to work fast 
enough to get her hair changed back to her 
regular ponytail before mother came home. 
She had reasoned that it might not be the 
best time to let mother know she had 
changed hair styles. And it certainly wasn’t 
the time to mention the black dress. 

“Oh, isn’t this a lovely thing!” mother 
exclaimed as she held up the first cotton 
dress, the light-blue one with the tiny pur- 
ple violets in it. “We're really very lucky 
to have a cousin just a couple of years older 
than you. And Aunt Mary always buys Irene 
the very nicest things.” 

They worked on down through the box, 
past the skirt and sweater and the polished 
cotton dress. At the bottom was the pair of 
slim-jims. 

“That's funny,” said mother. “I’m just 
sure there was supposed to be one more 
item in the box. Aunt Mary wrote.that she 
was sending one special dress for your birth- 
day present, even though it was a day or 
two late. She said it would be in black tissue 
at the bottom. Ellen, are you sure you didn’t 
remove something from the box?” 

This was it! How was she to know Aunt 
Mary had written about the black dress? 
Was there any way to get out of this now? 

“Well—uh—I don’t know how to ex- 
plain it, but there was another dress in 
there, Mother,” Ellen began. “You see, I 
changed my hair style this afternoon right 
after school, before I went over to Kay's 
house, and then I wanted something grown 
up to wear with it. I remembered the box, 
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and at the bottom was this black dress, just 
the very kind I wanted to wear with my 
new hair style. So I tried it on, and—and 
” Ellen burst into tears. It was so hard 
to tell mother about the tear. 

“Did something happen to it, 
mother asked. 

“That's just it!” Ellen tried to calm her- 
self enough to go on. “The zipper stuck, 
and I pulled too hard. It ripped a hole in 
the dress, and now I can’t ever wear it at all. 
I hid it because I thought you'd be angry.” 

They went into Ellen’s bedroom, an 
mother reached high on the shelf behind the 
box of toys. She looked at the dress care- 
fully. 

“Well, dear, I think I can mend the tear. 
It isn’t really so bad but that a good mend- 
ing job will fix it,’ mother said. 

“Oh, I'm so glad, Mother, really I am,” 
Ellen began. “I know now I shouldn’t have 
hidden the dress after I tore it, but most of 
all I shouldn’t have gotten into the box at 
all until you were there too. Will—will 
you forgive me, Mother?” 

Mother's hug and the kiss on her fore- 
head were enough to let Ellen know every- 
thing was all right. Maybe being thirteen 
was important, true; but there were also 
some other things girls had to learn. 

Being honest was really far more impor- 
tant. Maybe even more important than new 
hair styles and black dresses. 





Ellen?” 


Dog Over the Cliff 
From page 8 


man, obviously also waiting to see his fa- 
ther, looked at him curiously. The secretary 
returned to her work, but glanced up from 
time to time, wondering what was wrong. 

After a few minutes she nodded to him. 
“He’s through now, Ed. Go on in.” 

“Thanks,” he said. 

His father looked up. “What's the trou- 
ble, Ed? What happened?” 

Ed sat down in the chair beside his fa- 
ther’s desk. “Dad, something terrible hap- 
pened.” He told his father about Mr. Hersh 
and the test. Mr. Gary didn’t say anything, 
but listened while Ed related all the de- 
tails. Ed concluded, “Can’t you call them up 
and explain or do something about it? Can't 
you tell them they were mistaken?” 

Mr. Gary frowned. “Ed, don’t you see 








how it looked to Mr. Hersh? He saw you 
looking at the other boy’s paper. Of course, 
you were only looking to see how near fin- 
ished the other boy was. But Mr. Hersh 
has no way of knowing why you were gaz- 
ing at another's paper. He naturally sup- 
poses you were cheating. You know, of 
course, that under no circumstances should 
you ever look at another student's paper.” 

“Sure, Dad, but Mr. Hersh—he’s going to 
give me an F for the exam!” 

Mr. Gary shook his head. “I’m afraid 
you're just going to have to accept that, Ed. 
You've done well in the past, on the other 
tests, and if you do well on the future tests, 
perhaps this one won’t hurt your grade too 
badly. But you'll just have to accept it. I 
believe you were not cheating. I don’t be- 
lieve that after the studying you've done, 
and with the training we've given you, that 
you would ever resort to cheating. But 
there is nothing that can be done about it.” 

Ed looked at the carpet on the floor. He 
felt his father was letting him down, and 
Mr. Gary seemed to sense this. “Ed, some- 
times you just have to have faith that the 
things I suggest are best in the long run. 
Sure, I could go visit Mr. Hersh or the prin- 
cipal and talk to them. But it wouldn't do 
you any real good. Even if they were con- 
vinced you were not cheating, you still were 
looking at another boy’s paper and that's 
just as serious in a classroom as cheating. 
If you give the appearance of doing evil, 
you'll just have to take the consequences 
even though you are innocent.” 

“Then you won't do anything about it?” 
Ed asked. 

“No,” Mr. Gary said. “You'll just have to 
consider this as a rather expensive lesson 
in avoiding the appearance of wrongdoing. 
And by your behavior in the future you can 
show your teachers and the other  stu- 
dents that you are not the kind of boy who 
would ever cheat.” 

Ed looked up at his father’s face. 

Mr. Gary smiled. “Now, you just trust 
me. I know what is best. I know that this 
is the best thing to do—even though it 
doesn’t look right to you. Just have faith in 
my iudgment.” 

Ed stood up. “O.K., Dad. Thanks.” 

“That's all right, son.” 

Ed turned and left the office, feeling ex- 
tremely disappointed. He walked slowly 
back to the school and attended the rest 
of the classes for the day. No one said any- 








You may look up the texts in your Bible to find the 
answers, then check with the answers below. 


Hidden Bible Writers 
By GOLDIE CAVINESS 


In these sentences, find the names of men who 
wrote some of the books of the Bible. The first is 
done for you. 

. MARK my word, you can’t buy a better car. 

. The best school ma’am Arkansas produced was 

my Aunt Lillie. 

. Harry and Joe laughed at the clown’s tricks. 

1 am Oscar, not Arthur. 

. The mischievous little boy turned the hose al- 

most into her car window. 

. You will find his initials, “A.J.,” on ahead at 
the next window. 


oO View N— 


Bible Arithmetic 
By AMANDA SULZLE 


Take the number of men who walked with 
SO [ea Oars 
On the road to Emmaus that day (Luke 
24:3-32). 
Add this to the number of coins Judas used 
His precious Lord to betray (Matt. 27: 
3-6) 





Then subtract the number of beasts Daniel 


saw 
In the chapter of Daniel 7. 
The answer's the same as the verses you count 
In Psalm 90, plus eleven. 1 | 


ANSWERS 
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thing to him about the experience in his 
first class that morning. He thought the 
principal would call him into his office to 
talk to him, but Mr. Hollstead didn’t send 
for him. 

After school, on the way home, Ed 
walked along a secret path he knew about. 
Probably there were others who also knew 
about it, but Ed had never met anyone 
else on the narrow, twisting path that ran 
along the top of the cliffs north of Sinclair 
City. Now, off by himself in the woods, as 
he walked along the path looking out over 
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the valley, he thought about what his fa- 
ther had said. It was hard for a fellow to 
accept such advice. 

He felt almost angry to think his father 
wouldn’t stick up for him. He could see no 
reason why his father shouldn’t. Was it right 
for Mr. Gary to let the teachers and stu- 
dents at Sinclair go on thinking that he, 
Ed, was a cheater? Yet his dad had refused 
to do anything about it. 

Puzzled, Ed stopped and looked out over 
the edge of the cliff. It was a long way down 
at this point. The face of the cliff was an 
almost sheer drop. He knelt at the side of 
it and carefully peered over it. The hard 
granite rock sloped almost straight down. 
But the wind had hollowed out the weak 
places, so that it was not smooth. About 
eight yards down there was a narrow ledge 
and then the cliff was smooth for another 
few yards until there was a second narrow 
ledge. 

Boy, if a fellow were to slip, he might 
tumble all the way to the bottom and land 
on the rocks below. Unless, of course, he 
could manage to catch himself on those two 
narrow ledges. He might, Ed thought, look- 
ing at the ledges. They probably would stop 
a fellow. But if they didn’t—Ed shook his 
head. It would be the end. He'd be killed 
on the rocks below. 

Then Ed saw a movement. He thought 
at first it was a bird. That first ledge would 
be a good place for birds’ nests, safe from 
other animals. But when whatever it was 
moved again, Ed was startled to see that it 
was the head of a small dog. Staring in dis- 
belief, he saw that a dog was hugging the 
side of the ledge, moving very little. How 
could a dog have gotten there? Even a small 
dog? 

Then he had an idea. Maybe the ledge 
ran the length of the cliff and was like a 
narrow path, so that near one side of the 
cliff the dog could have started walking 
along it. Maybe the dog was chasing a rab- 
bit or something. Ed stood up and worked 
his way along the top of the cliff. But al- 
though the ledge ran for several yards in 
both directions, it gradually faded out. 

The dog must have been chasing some- 
thing—or something could have been chas- 
ing it—when it tumbled over the cliff and 
landed on the narrow ledge. When Ed 
looked down again, he saw that the dog was 
even smaller than he'd thought at first. 

And he knew that, being trapped there, 
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it would die. There was no way of reaching 
it. Although the face of the cliff was not 
smooth, and there were small holds, he re- 
alized it would be foolishness itself to try 
to climb down. 

There was absolutely nothing he could 
do. The dog would remain there until it died. 

He looked at the doomed animal with 
pity in his eyes. It was staring out over the 
valley, knowing it was helpless. 

For a long time Ed lay on his stomach, 
peering down. In the burning heat of th 
afternoon sun he perspired freely and h 
noticed that the dog’s tongue hung far out. 

Slowly he stood up and started for home. 
The dog, about twenty-four feet from the 
top of the cliff, was simply out of reach. 
No one could climb down without risking 
his life. And—although it made Ed feel 
bad—he knew it would be better for the 
dog to die than for a person to risk his life 
trying to rescue it. 

Then, suddenly, Ed had an idea. He hur- 
ried home and found some lightweight rope 
in the garage. His mother had purchased 
it for use as a clothesline. Grabbing it, Ed 
jumped on his bike and sped toward the 
woods. When he reached the spot where 
the road was closest to the cliff, he hid the 
bicycle in some bushes and headed at a half 
run toward the cliff. 

The dog was, of course, still there. Ed 
made a loop using a slipknot and then, 
slowly, he let the rope slide down the face 
of the cliff, keeping the loop as widely 
spread as possible. The dog, hearing the 
noise, looked up and watched with concern 
as the rope came near. Ed moved slowly. 
He didn’t want to startle the dog and cause 
it to fall to its death. Gently he eased the 
rope until it reached the ledge. Then he 
was suddenly confronted with the problem 
of getting the rope over the dog's head. 
The dog, naturally, was alarmed and kept 
tight against the cliff’s face, doing its best 
to keep away from the rope. 

Ed’s arms and shoulders began to ache. 
Minutes went by. Each pass at the dog was 
unsuccessful. And the dog was becoming 
more and more nervous and was moving 
along the ledge. Ed had to find new places 
at the top of the cliff to lie down, follow- 
ing the trapped animal. 

He was about to give up. He sat for a long 
while resting in the shade of a nearby tree. 
He’d done all he could. He had tried to save 
the dog, and that was that. He stood up 
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and began to coil the rope, but as he pre- 
pared to leave he found he could not. He 
must try again. 

He lowered the rope over the edge. This 
time he had fastened the loop differently. 
He had split a short branch at both ends. 
By passing each side of the loop through 
one of the split ends he had made the loop 
stretch out into a circle. He made several 
passes at the dog, but each time the fright- 
ened animal avoided the rope. 


aused it to move away from the cliff’s face 

and then fall back again, against the dog. 
It worked. The branch, hitting the dog in 
the face, flipped free. The noose fell about 
the dog’s neck. Ed pulled up gently. 

“Come on, boy, come on,” Ed said. The 
dog struggled, but Ed continued hauling as 
steadily and as quickly as he could, and at 
last the dog was on firm ground again. 

Ed quickly reached forward and loosened 
the noose. The dog lay on the ground, gasp- 
ing for breath. Ed rubbed his hand gently 
over it, watchful, for he knew that the dog 
—not understanding—might attempt to 
bite him. He coiled up the rope and hung 
it over one arm. Then, talking softly, he 
picked up the dog and carried it through 
the woods toward his bike. 

After they'd gone some distance Ed 
stopped and set the dog on the saddle and 
pushed the bike. 

“You were really scared when I tried to 
help you, weren’t you?” he said to the little 
dog. 

Ed grinned. “I suppose it scared the day- 
lights out of you when I tried to get you 
caught in the rope. But it was all for the 
best in the long run.” 

Something about the last sentence caused 
Ed to stop and think. 

He realized suddenly that the experience of 
the dog that afternoon and his own experi- 
ence with his father in the morning were 
much alike. His father had told him that 
although Ed did not understand now, he 
hoped he would trust his judgment. 

“I suppose,” Ed thought, “that there are 
times in one’s life when he has to trust 
other people, even though it seems they 
are doing everything wrong. My dad—lI 
thought he was letting me down when he 
wouldn’t tell the teacher at school that I 
wasn’t cheating. But maybe he wasn’t, really. 
Maybe it’s just the same as this dog figuring 
everything was being done wrong when I 


* Then, giving the rope a little jerk, he 
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FRUITS OF THE SPIRIT 
October 


11. Jer. 15:16 Study of God’s Word brings joy 
i. Ps. 126: 5, 6 Faith-sharing brings joy 
3. tsa. 12:3 Salvation brings joy 
ie Rom. 8:6 Spirit-mindedness means peace 
15. Rom. 14:19 We are to strive for peace with 
others 
16. Phil. 4:7 Peace of God passes human un- 
derstanding 
17. Matt. 10:34 Inner peace in spite of outer 
strife 








tried to catch it. But I knew better. I knew 
I was actually saving its life. 

“I suppose a fellow just has to trust his 
parents at times like this even when they 
seem to be doing things wrong. Just as a 
fellow has to have trust and faith in God, so 
he has to have it in people too.” 

Thoughtfully, he rolled the bike up the 
driveway. 


“An F for Your A” 
From page 3 


tains waved in the gentle autumn breeze 
as Mary crossed the laboratory kitchen and 
entered the classroom. The tempter, bent on 
his mission of misery, was dropping doubts 
into Mary’s mind. So fierce was the strug- 
gle that the girl didn’t notice that her can 
of luscious peaches had been placed on the 
honor shelf, nor did she hear the songs 
of the birds that floated through the open 
window. “You just can’t do it. Your class- 
mates will make fun of you. And you know 
your Uncle Joe will raise a raging rumpus 
if your grade drops. God understands. He 
won't mind if you go to the meeting and 

just sit there.” 
Hesitatingly Mary walked toward the 
teacher. Suddenly a prayer burst from her 
To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 





Theme for fourth quarter: “Lessons From God's Great Book of Nature—II" 


I1l—The Fish of the Sea 


(October 17) 


Memory VERsE: “He spake also of beasts, and 
of fowl, and of creeping things, and of fishes” 
(1 Kings 4:33). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read in Matthew 17:24-27 the story of the 
time when a fish helped Jesus and Peter when 
they were in need of money. Read over the 
memory verse several times. Of whom does 
this speak? If you do not know, look up the pas- 
sage and find out. 


SUNDAY 
Made for Man 


Open your Bible to Genesis 1. 


How beautiful the fourth day of Creation 
must have been with the sun shining on flowers 
and trees and grass, but the earth must have 
been very quiet too. Perhaps the wind stirred 
up music in the trees and the brooks babbled 
forth a song, but there were no bird songs, no 
animal calls, to break the solitude. 

But on the fifth day new sounds broke forth 
when God made the living creatures. What edict 
went forth on the fifth day? Read verse 20. 

The first living creatures that came forth were 
the creatures of the waters. Read about them in 
verse 21. 

And how beautiful they were! Even now, with 
the curse of sin resting in the waters as well as 
on the land, we see glimpses of that beauty in 
the lovely shapes and colors of the fish that 
swim in our waters. 

In the roster of created things that we find in 
Psalm 148 even these creatures of the sea are 
called forth to give their praise. ‘Praise the 
Lord from the earth, ye dragons, and all deeps”’ 
(Ps. 148:7). 

Name some fish that you have seen or heard 
about. 
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Tuink! During the week take a look in an 
aquarium or fishpond or look up fish in an ency- 
clopedia or nature book and observe the beauti- 
ful colors and designs with which the Creator 
endued them. 

GIVE THANKS for these evidences of God’s love. 


MONDAY 
Studying Fish 
Open your Bible to 1 Kings 4. 


There are 30,000 kinds of fish, 10,000 species 
of crustaceans (crabs, etc.), and 50,000 living 
species of gastropods (snails, shellfish) in the 
waters of the earth (World Book Encyclopedia). 

Although we do not find the names of many 
fish mentioned in the Bible—they are referred 
to in the main as just “fish’—there must have 
been many kinds. 

How do we know that Solomon studied fish? 
Read verse 33. I am sure he studied not only 
the different kinds but their habits and lives, 
and how interesting a study that can be! 

Why are fish streamlined, the front end blunt 
and the body tapering toward the back? This is 
found to be the best shape for water travel, and 
modern vessels and vehicles have copied this 
streamlining. 

Did you know that fish possess a bladder that 
they can distend to enable them to rise in the 
water, and can contract to enable them to sink? 
Did you know that they propel themselves with 
their tails, which have very strong muscles? 

THINK of the many details God worked out 
in making His creatures. 

ReEso.LvE to learn more about God’s creatures 
and what He has done for them. 


TUESDAY 
Fish as Food 
Open your Bible to Matthew 14. 





ps es cat ARE 





Fish have formed part of man’s food supply 
in all ages. Some fish are not good for food, how- 
ever, and God laid down regulations regarding 
which fish were clean and which were unclean. 
These regulations were not hard to follow. 
‘‘Whatsoever hath fins and scales in the waters, 
in the seas, and in the rivers, them shall ye eat. 
And all that have not fins and scales in the seas, 
and in the rivers, of all that move in the waters, 
and of any living thing which is in the waters, 
they shall be an abomination unto you” (Lev. 
11:9, 10). 

Fishing in the lakes and in the Mediter- 
ranean was one of the industries of the Holy 
Land. Four of Christ’s disciples were fishermen, 


essed the words, “Follow me, and I will make 
u fishers of men” (Matt. 4:19). They under- 


e it was to Peter and Andrew that Christ ad- 





stood that figure of speech. Fish were not al- 
ways easy to catch. It took planning and effort 
and the facing of dangers to catch fish, and 
many times their fishing trips ended in dis- 
appointment. 

Fish was a staple part of the diet of the peo- 
ple of the Holy Land. Recall the story of how 
Jesus fed the multitude of more than five thou- 
sand men one day when they were hungry 
(Matt. 14:15-21). 

At another time He fed another multitude of 





four thousand with seven loaves and a few 
fishes (Mark 8:1-9). 

After His resurrection Jesus once prepared a 
breakfast for the disciples when they had spent 
the night fishing on Galilee, and fish and bread 
comprised the menu. 

Although fish was a staple food in Christ’s 
day, it is not a good source of food today be- 
cause many streams have become polluted, mak- 
ing the eating of fish a health hazard. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
250, par. 1. 


THINK! Don’t you think Peter and Andrew 


often recalled Christ’s 
fishing for men? 

Pray to be a Zealous fisher for men, 
ingly seeking the lost. 


words to them about 


untir- 


WEDNESDAY 
The Fish That Was Custom Made 
Open your Bible to Jonah 1 and 2. 


One of the most interesting stories in the Old 
Testament concerns a fish that was custom 
made—made for a special purpose. In verse 17 
you can read about this specially made fish 
and what it did. 

Jonah had been given a special message to 
take to the city of Nineveh, a message calling 
on them to repent before calamity should over- 
take them. Jonah, though a good man, did not 
want to go and preach in Nineveh, so he took a 
boat and went in the opposite direction, to- 
ward Spain, But he found that no one can run 
away from God. A terrible storm arose, and Jo- 
nah, knowing that it was on his account, begged 
the mariners to throw him overboard. At first 
they were not willing to, but finally at his plead- 
ing they did, and he was swallowed by the 
large fish. He was inside the fish for three days 
and nights. Look in Jonah 2:10 and see how he 
escaped. 

Jonah was willing after his experience to do 
what God had told him to do, and so successfully 
did he present his message that there was a 
mass repentance and Nineveh was saved. 

Jesus referred to Jonah’s dilemma and he 
called the fish a whale. Whales do not often 
swallow people, but they have been known to at 
times, and this one was specially prepared for 
that purpose. The whale is the giant of the seas. 
Whales measuring sixty or seventy feet in 
length have often been caught. The tongue of 
the whale is so large hat six men could stretch 
out and go to sleep on it, and its heart throws 
out from twelve to fifteen gallons of blood at 
every pulsation. 


For further reading: Read the story of Jonah 
in Jonah 1 and 2. 


THINK what trouble we get into when we 
try to run away from God. 

Pray to follow God’s plan and leading in your 
life. 


THURSDAY 
The Fish That Helped Jesus 


Open your Bible to Matthew 17. 


One day the Pharisees tried a new ruse to 
catch Jesus. They decided to find out whether 
He paid the Temple tax or not. This tax was for 
the upkeep of the Temple, and priests and Le- 
vites were not expected to pay it. If Jesus paid 
the tax, they argued, He would be denying the 
fact that He was a prophet. If, on the other 
hand, He did not pay it, then they would be able 
to accuse Him of being disloyal to the Temple 
and to the worship of Jehovah. They thought 
they would catch Him either way. In verse 24 
find whom they questioned to find out whether 
Jesus paid the tax. 

Peter replied that He did. When Peter went 
into the house what question did Jesus put to 
him? Verse 25. 

Peter replied that naturally it was the stran- 
gers who paid tax, not the children of the house- 
hold, so Jesus was not to be expected to pay it 
for His heavenly Father’s house. But in order 
not to offend, Jesus worked a miracle so that 
they would have money to pay the tax, Read 
how He did this, in verse 27. 

Years before this, God had declared, “Every 
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beast of the forest is mine, and the cattle upon 
a thousand hills. I know all the fowls of the 
mountains: and the wild beasts of the field are 
mine. If I were hungry, I would not tell thee: 
for the world is mine, and the fulness thereof” 
(Ps. 50:10-12). And so, in this time of need, one 
of the creatures He had made provided money 
for Jesus. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
432, par. 3; p. 433; p. 434, pars. 1 and 2. 
THINK how every beast is subject to Christ. 
Pray to be subject to Jesus. 


FRIDAY 


How many Bible stories about fish can you 
think of? List them here: 











What distinguishes clean from unclean fish? 

Name some fishermen of the Bible story. 

Name an Old Testament prophet who had an 
interesting experience with a fish. 

Recall the time when a fish came to the help 
of Jesus. 

Recall two occasions when Jesus gave fish to 
people to eat. 

Review the memory verse. 





“An F for Your A” 
From page 19 


distressed heart. 
will.” 

“Mrs. Woodward,” she said, “Jo Ann told 
me on the bus this morning that all home 
ec students must join the Future Home- 
makers of America and attend the meeting 
on the twenty-fifth in order to get a grade 
in the course. Is that right?” 

“Yes, Mary. We feel that joining the 
FHA is a step in the right direction.” 

“But, Mrs. Woodward, I can’t attend on 
Saturday. You see, I keep the Bible Sabbath.” 

“Oh, all you'll have to do is just sit there. 
You've done such outstanding work in home 
ec. You'll not want to lose out now.” 

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Woodward, but I cannot 
let my Saviour down. Isn't there some way 
I can make the meeting up?” Mary’s blue 


“Help me, Jesus, to do Thy 





eyes, pleading, met her teacher's hostile 
ones. 
“Absolutely not,’ Mrs. Woodward 


snapped and indignantly drew herself up 
on her red spike heels. “Ordinarily, I would 
give you an A for this course—you have 
been doing such good work. But if you don’t 
forget this foolishness, I'll give you an F 
for your A.” 

Somehow, in spite of what the teacher 
said, Mary’s steps were lighter as she walked 
back to her squeaky seat. 


But when class was over she hurried @ 


a quiet place and cried. She felt much bet- 
ter after that and sat thinking her prob- 
lem through. Gradually, what she should 
do became clear in her mind. I must go and 
see Mr. Day, the principal, she decided. 

First, she prayed. Then she splashed her 
eyes with cold water to make them look more 
normal, and was soon in Mr. Day’s office 
pleading with him to help her. 

It was a rule at the school that anyone 
who dropped a class would get an F for 
that class on his report card. Naturally, 
Mary didn’t want an F—but the principal 
told her the best thing for her to do would 
be to drop home ec. 

She left the principal’s office wondering 
whether praying did as much good as some 
people said. If she stayed in home ec and 
didn’t go to the FHA meetings, she would 
get an F. If she did what the principal said 
and dropped the class, she would get an F. 
What was the difference? 

But Mary had expected an answer to 
prayer too soon. She dropped the class as 
the principal advised. When she received 
her report card several weeks later her sub- 
jects were listed: geometry, geography, Eng- 
lish, speech, choir. Home ec did not appear 
on the card—so there was no F after all. 

God had answered her prayer. 
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Junior Boys and Girls 


Here are true stories to read, reread, and remember! 


By GWENDOLEN 
LAMPSHIRE 
HAYDEN 





In these nine volumes you will find just the stories 
that will interest you. True tales of mission service— 
mountain caves—storms—wild animals—Indian raids— 
stalwart miners—cattle ranchers and frontiersmen. 


You will discover thrills galore in these narratives 
that range from the Canadian northwest and frontier 
America to lands across the sea—yet every tense situation 
resolves itself without recourse to violence. 

If you are looking for real enjoyment—here it is— 
and in addition you will find lessons to help you be 
courageous, cheerful, unselfish, and obedient. You will 
find new enjoyment each time you read these REALLY- 
TRULY STORIES. 


Have mother or dad order one or all of the nine 
volumes for you. 


PRICE EACH $2 e 00 


Add mailing and insurance—1l5c first book—5c each additional volume 





ORDER BLANK 
Book and Bible House 
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THINK~3 


WHO IS BEING KIND? 





IS IT POLITE... 


For a boy to remain seated when a woman 
comes into the room? 

To say “Yes, thank you" and "No, thank 
you"? 

To say "Yep" and "Nope"? 

To linger around listening while mother 
talks to visitors? 

To make a lot of noise while older people 
are talking? 

To hang up quickly when you find someone 
else is already on the party-line telephone? 

For a boy to assist his mother with the 
chair when sitting down to a meal? 

To expect to be paid every time you do 
some work for the family, or for a neighbor? 

To invite a visitor into the front room and 
ask him to be seated while you run off to get 
mother or dad? 

To stop what you are doing and pay atten- 
tion when an adult talks to you? 

To shout, "Me first! Me first!" when a new 
game begins? 

To leave the biggest slice of pie for some- 
one else to eat? 
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